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do so; but he loved me too much to expose me to fatigues
and misery.'
'And if you should meet him again at Marseilles, you
would rejoin him?3
'Ah, no—never. I am beginning to recover my reason,
and my liberty of thought, and the day will come when I
shall thank God for letting me forget him.3
An hour after our arrival at Tortona an old priest came
to invite me to breakfast with the bishop, to whom the
Marchese Triulzi had given me a letter of introduction,
and the invitation included 'the lady who was in my com-
pany/ The countess's letter did not mention any lady, but
the bishop was a Spaniard, and too polite to leave my niece,
real or supposed, alone at an inn. She was delighted when
she heard we were to dine out together, and made a ver}1
fair toilette for a traveller. At noon the bishop's carriage
came for us. He was a very tall old man, four inches and
more above my height; and in spite of his eighty years he was
fresh and alert, well preserved, and solemn, as became a
Spanish grandee. When my niece was about to kiss his hand}
according to custom, he withdrew it affectionately and of-
fered her the magnificent cross in amethysts and diamonds
he wore round his neck to kiss. She did so, saying, 'This is
what I love,3 at the same time looking out of the corner of
her eye at me to mark the double meaning of her words—
the allusion to la Croix.
There were nine of us at table—four priests and two
young nobleman, who were most attentive to my niece, and
to whose sallies she replied as a woman used to society. I
noticed that the bishop, though he often addressed her, never
raised his eyes to her. He was a prudent old gentleman, who
knew peril when he saw it, and preferred not to expose
himself. After coffee we said good-bye, and at four o'clock
we left Tortona for Novi. The next day we arrived at
Genoa, where an apartment had been reserved for us—four
well-furnished rooms, with a good view, very comfortable^
as the English say, and they know how to take life easy.

